"How much weight you pressing?" he asl<ed. He asl<ed me this question every 
time I saw him. Proudly, I answered, "Oh, about 315 or so, but I haven't maxed 
out in a little bit." Just like the last time, and the time before, and every other time 
I responded, he looked at me with utter amazement. His bushy grey eyebrows 
rose, and along with them the already existing wrinkles on his sun-weathered 
forehead seemed to multiply ten times. Just as proudly as I delivered my 
response, he showed me his reaction. "You still going to the gym, and running 
and swimming?" he asked, too. "Of course. Pop, but its hard to balance that and 
school." These things were important to him. His nickname was "Flash." He got 
the name because he was always the fastest and best athlete in the area. I 
wanted to be Flash. I wanted to be exactly like him. So, when it came to being in 
shape and fast, that's the one area I felt I could match the man I idolized. He 
seemed invincible to me. He was flash. He was the best. He would have a minor 
illness here, and little surgery there, but he never complained about a damn 
thing, other than how fat people were nowadays. If I was struggling physically or 
emotionally, I knew if Flash was in my position he would have no issue. His 
strength gave me strength. I knew that one day he would die, but I always 
thought it would be a quick thing. I thought I would get a call one day from my 
mom. I never thought I would have to watch my hero howl in pain, cry, and 
struggle to speak a simple sentence, knowing that there was no recovery. My 
hero is being taken from me, slowly and painfully. 

There are no more memories to be made. There will be no more days spent in a 
cheap aluminum fishing boat soaking up everything he says. We will never sight 



in our rifles together. We will never have the chance to celebrate my college 
graduation together. He will never meet my future wife. He is alive and can say a 
few words here and there, but it is like he exists in name only. Flash is a doer. He 
is a physical person. His name is flash for Christ's sake. This isn't how he is 
supposed to go. 



